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of the beauty of days passed at her side and the small
number of those that remained to him, he could not endure
separation from his friend. "To see you, or at least to hear
from you, every day, is absolutely necessary to my exis-
tance." "To see you in society is a pleasure peculiar to
itself; but different from that of seeing you alone; both are
enchanting, like moonlight and sunshine.* He would have
liked to visit her every day, but Lady Bradford had endless
obligations and rationed his visits. "Three times a week is
very little!" There was a masked ball to which the old
Minister wanted to go in domino. When he asked Selina
to choose a sign by which he could recognize her, she coldly
advised him not to go. He sulked a little and complained
of this to his dear Lady Chesterfield. They knew he was
unhappy, and he received a letter in kindlier terms which
"took a load off my heart, and I pressed it to my lips/ Such
was the play of this old Alceste with his ripe and charming
Celimene.

But he was far from forgetting Mary Anne. During all
the rest of his life the note-paper of his letters, even of his
love-letters, was edged with black. And the symbol was
just. One day, some time later, Lady Bradford happened to
receive a letter written on ordinary note-paper, which gave
her pleasure. He answered: "You said you were glad to see
'white paper* the other day. It is strange, but I always used
to think that the Queen, persisting in these emblems of woe,
indulged in a morbid sentiment; and yet it has become my
lot, and seemingly an irresistible one."

He completed the sorting of the Hughenden papers,
finding there the countless memories of that meticulous
affection* Every fortnight for thirty-three years, Mary
Anne had cut her husband's hair, and every time the harvest
had been garnered in a small sealed packet. He found
hundreds of them. He discovered also thousands of letters,